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Milla. How can you name that superannuated lubber? Foh!
ACT IV, SCENE 8 [To them] WITWOUD from drinking
Mrs Fain. So, is the fray made up, that you have left 'em?
Wit. Left 'em? I could stay no longer. - I have laugh'd like ten christenings - I am tipsy with laughing. - If I had stayed any longer I should have burst, - I must have been let out and pieced in the sides like an unsized camlet. - Yes, yes, the fray is composed; my lady came in like a Nolle prosequi, and stopped the proceedings.
Milla. What was the dispute?
Wit. That's the jest; there was no-dispute. They could neither of 'em speak for rage; and so fell a-sputtering at one another like two roasting apples.
ACT IV, SCENE 9 [To them] PETULANT drunk
Wit. Now Petulant! All's over, all's well? Gad my head begins to whim it about - Why dost thou not speak? Thou art both as drunk and as mute as a fish.
Pet. Look you, Mrs Millamant - if you can love me, dear nymph - say it - and that's the conclusion. - Pass on, or pass off, - that's all.
Wit. Thou hast uttered volumes, folios, in less than decimo sexto, my dear Lacedemonian. Sirrah, Petulant, thou art an epitomizer of words.
Pet. Witwoud - you are an annihilator of sense.
WiL Thou art a retailer of phrases; and dost deal in of remnants, like a maker of pincushions -